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THE PHOTOGRAPHIC BEAUTY. 



OUNG Alfred Monsoon, passing 
Brady's celebrated gallery, in 
New- York, came to a halt, gli- 
ded up to the specimen case, hal- 
ted again and gazed, as earnestly 
as Cagliostro upon his mirror, at 
one face which hung there imprisoned for 
the eyes of every passer-by. Alfred was 
not what is called a " susceptible" young 
man, falling in love with every pretty face 
and foot ; on the other hand, he was rather 
fickle in his tastes, and professed to regard 
woman's charms as less satisfactory and 
ao-reeable than the graceful carriage and 
exciting movements of his horse " Blaze," 
which was one of " fast" kind, doing its 
mile in 2:40 very easily. But, with all 
his apparent indifference, Alfred was a 
woman-worshiper in his secret heart, for 
he always looked in at the picture-shops 
to study the portraits — he always halted 
before the picture cases of photographic 
and ambrotype galleries to search out the 
most witching face, and he never failed to 
take the omnibus which had a pretty girl 
in it. On the whole, it may be doubted 
if any person was more likely to be smit- 
ten than our friend, since many a day had 
Blaze stood unharnessed in his stall while 
his master pursued some female from store 
to store, to her house : it must have been 
a strong curiosity indeed which could so 
win him from his really beloved nag. 

And so things went on until the day 
mentioned, when Alfred passed Brady's, 
and came to such a sudden stop. There 
he stood, as one spell bound, ejaculating to 
himself such words, " wonderful," " dear," 
" pure," " good." " Who can she be ?" 
he asked. A voice answered clearly, 
" Lizzie Gray !" He turned suddenly, 
but who out of the crowd pressing around 
the pictures gave the answer % It was a 
female's voice, very sweet, very low. 
Was it she who had just glided by up the 
stairs, or one of the three who just left the 
door, and mingled with the great tide set- 
ting, down Broadway? Delay was dan- 
gerous. He sprang up the stairs to the 
gallery — not a female was there ! Out he 
rushed to pursue the three bonnets which 
his quick eye had marked. Vain search ! 
No where could the trio be found — all had 
as mysteriously vanished as skirts before 
a real monsoon, and our Monsoon was in 
despair. He retraced his steps to the 



gallery — stopping long at the foot of the 
stairs to study the beautiful face again, 
which hung there as calm and unmoved 
beneath his passionate eyes as the moss 
rose beneath the tiger lily. Once in the 
gallery, he proceeded directlyto business, 
by asking the polite operator for the iden- 
tity of that face. " What face V " Why, 
that beautiful face at the entrance, to be 
sure !" " Ah, but we have so many beau- 
tiful faces there," said the attendant. Al- 
fred's face colored with indignation — as if 
any were as lovely as that one ! But he 
was forced to calm himself, and to ask the 
photographist down to see what particular 
beauty he had in view. " That's the only 
beautiful face, Sir !" he rather scornfully 
said. "Oh! that! Why, it's Lizzie 
Gray," said the operator, laughing as he 
fled up the stairs. 

Distraction ! Who was Lizzie Gray ? 
Up the stairs he went again. " Who is 
Lizzie Gray V he cried, as he entered the 
gallery. " I am not at liberty to tell you," 
said the operator. " I will give fifty dol- 
lars to know," urged Alfred. " Could not 
tell you for five hundred," said the unfeel- 
ing photographist, whose smile and sly 
look betrayed his knowledge of the young 
man's predicament — in love with a sha- 
dow ! What could the lover do bat — 
leave ? He passed out, pausing on the 
way to drink his fill once more of the beau- 
ty and witchery of that face ; and that 
night found him a sadder man than if he 
had lost Blaze. Many the schemes he 
revolved in mind to attain his object, a 
knowledge of the whereabouts of Lizzie 
Gray — now his Lizzie by divine right, he 
fain would believe. At length he hit upon 
the plan, namely : to address a letter to 
her through the post. She might get it 
immediately, or it might have to wait and 
be advertised ere Lizzie would know such 
a communication awaited her. Agonizing 
suspense to wait so long ! but there was 
no other way for it : so Alfred calmed him- 
self, put on a clean shirt, scented his hair 
and hands with frangipanni, and sat down 
to his most private secretary to pen the 
following, upon a sweetly perfumed sheet 
of Gimbrede's best : 

" Dear Lady : 

" Will you forgive my unparalleled pre- 
sumption in addressing you, perfect stran- 
ger as I am? My feelings toward you 
must be my excuse, for I have seen your 
photographed portrait, and have worship- 
ed you through it. This is no fleeting 



passion, believe me, for I am not a person 
to be easily moved. Yours is the first 
face I ever loved, and I write this note to 
beg of you the favor of an interview, where 
you please, so that I may prove to you 
who I am, and the honorable character of 
my love for you. Will you deign to give 
me your card, or in any way grant my re- 
quest for an acquaintance 1 I shall be in 
a fever of anxiety until I know your deci- 
sion — if it forbids me to know you, how 
miserable I shall be ! Please do let me 
hear from you, or have your address. 

" Believe me your sincere admirer, 
Alfred Monsoon." 
" No. — Waverley place. 

Thursday evening." 

This done, he dispatched it to the post 
by a trusty servant, saying, " he only 
wished it could be placed in her hands to- 
night !" The servant, Trip, caught the 
remark, and determined, with Irish shrewd- 
ness, that it should be placed in her hands 
forthwith — thus pleasantly to surprise his 
master. Going into the University Li- 
brary, he consulted the City Directory, 
and found that Miss Lizzie Gray did busi- 
ness as dress-maker, residing at No. — 
Twelfth-street. Thither Trip turned his 
steps, and soon found himself confronting 
the lady. He delivered his message. She 
read it. Her heart leaped wildly enough, 
and her face turned as red as one of Mig- 
not's pictures. She told Trip to call the 
next morning for an answer, as she wished 
to consider to that time. Away went 
Trip delighted with his success, but he re- 
solved to say nothing to his master, that 
the surprise might be the more complete. 
Punctually Trip called the next morning. 
Miss Lizzie was radiating smiles as sunny 
as the eastern heavens. She gave him a 
note addressed to his master, and ere Al- 
fred was fairly ready for his morning drive, 
this precious message was placed in his 
hands : 

" Dear Sir : 

" I am not sure if it is proper for me 
to see a young gentleman iu my house, 
but I shall not refuse any honorable ad- 
vances. If you really wish to meet me I 
shall be at home this evening, at No. — 
Twelfth-street. I confess to an earnest 
desire to meet with a congenial compan- 
ion, which your delightful letter leads me 
to believe you are. 

I am, yours affectionately, 

Lizzie Gray." 



202 



COSMOPOLITAN ART JOURNAL. 



Whew ! How Alfred's blood leaped 
through his veins. The 2:40 pace of 
Blaze was nothing to his heart leaps. 
There it was — dear, loving word of com- 
mand to come ! Trip was grinning at the 
door, but not a look of recognition did he 
get from his master, who was now obli- 
vious to all the world but Lizzie. The 
servant passed out disappointed enough, 
but thought, with a sly wink, it would be 
all right yet. 

Blaze was forgotten that morning, and 
stood dejectedly in his stall as if rumina- 
ting, in a jealous mood, over his master's 
new passion. That a woman should step 
in between man and horse ! Just as like- 
ly as not Blaze will have to trot out Liz- 
zie Gray ! Miserable end to turf glory ! 
To do it, or not to do it, seemed the theme 
of the horse's cogitations. 

And Alfred ! Ah, the hours lagged like 
lazy tides. One, two, three — why did 
they not fly like the wheels of his gig ? 
Four, five — dinner hour, but no appetite 
now — Lizzie is repast enough. Six — dres- 
sing time! Seven — toilet done, and yet 
it is too early. Whirl away, old Earth, 
for Alfred's fast thoughts outrun your lag- 
gard wheels. Eight ! 

Young man, young man, have a care, beware ! 
For danger is lurking you know not where ; 
That room, in its gloom — that step on the stair — 
And your heart all a-flutter — beware, beware ! 

A form glides gracefully into the dimly 
lit, sweet scented little parlor. Alfred 
sees before him his heart's idol ! Her 
face perfectly shadowed in curls, her robes 
full and flowing, her step elastic as a 
fawn's — surely she is worthy of adoration ! 
Lizzie came forward timidly — Alfred 
arose, bowed, grew pale and red by turns 
— muttered some incoherent words and 
sank back upon the sofa entirely overcome 
by his feelings. Lizzie came nobly to 
the rescue. She sat down beside him, 
saying in a very gentle voice : " 1 am 
glad to see you." " Dear one !" cried 
Alfred ; "I can't stand this ! I love you 
madly, I worship you ! will you be mine ? 
Say it now or I shall go mad?" He threw 
himself upon his knees before her and 
clasped her hands in his frenzy. Lizzie 
burst into tears as she answered, " How 
shall I answer, this is so sudden, so 
strange 1 You do not know me, nor I you. 
Let us wait before we promise vows which 
may never be redeemed." " Say you will 
be mine," cried her lover, "if I prove to 
you my respectable character !" " But 



you do not know me." persisted Lizzie. 
" Ah, I do know you, dear one, your face 
tells me you are good and pure, and your 
words assure me you are wise. I will 
take you for mine — forever !" He caught 
her to his bosom, and kissed her forehead 
reverently, quietly, so happy was he in his 
great joy. 

The remorseless hours, how they flew ! 
The church tower near tolled twelve — the 
lovers must part. All those hours had 
they sat in the room too dimly lit to re- 
cognize each others faces clearly. Lizzie 
arose, turned on the gas and — Alfred 
turned as pale as a snow rift. His eyes 
glared wildly around, his knees trembled, 
while his lips uttered, " Oh, Lord ! Oh, 
Lord !" The astounded lady approached 
and caught him in her arms. Alfred fair- 
ly fainted away. Lizzie screamed. In 
came half a dozen women, some properly 
clad, some in a costume evidently designed 
for the impenetralia of the bed-room. 
What with water freely used, and Lizzie's 
tender offices, Alfred came to his senses. 
The relieving ladies left. Disengaging 
himself from Lizzie's arms, the lover arose 
and said : " This surely is a horrible mis- 
take ! You are not the woman I took you 
to be. I have been cruelly deceived." 
With this he passed to the door ; but Liz- 
zie, as determined as a Roundhead, was 
there to stay his way. " Sir," she replied 
firmly, "you cannot pass this door without 
proper explanation. It is evident that I 
have been deceived. What a contempti- 
ble resort for you to use. I have been 
wronged, and I shall not be put off in this 
way, if I am a poor dress-maker !" 

Dress-maker ! dress-maker ! how the 
words rang in his ears. " Had he then 
plighted troth to a woman so far beneath 
him 1 What a fix, and how eternally tor- 
mented by the young fellows of his set he 
would be ! Oh, Lord !" were his mental 
ejaculations. But there stood the lady, 
now pale in her anger and determined in 
her look. 

Alfred Monsoon, you have raised a mon- 
soon by your haste and indiscretion. 

An " explanation " was made, but it did 
not satisfy the lady, much less return the 
kisses and caresses given to the heartless 
roue, as she now seemed to regard the poor 
young man. She opened the door, ordered 
him into the street, saying, as he left : 
" You shall hear from me again, sir." 

The now thoroughly miserable man 
rushed home as one on an errand of ven- 
geance. " That blundering Irishman had 



done this job for him," he muttered as he 
sped along. 

Arrived at home he rang up Trip, who 
came in, all smiles. 

" Blast your grins !" shouted Alfred. 
" Who told you to take that note to a dress 
maker, you rascal. Who told you, I 
say V Trip was stupified, paralysed — his 
senses scattered like debtors before a writ 
— his knees beat together as if taking 
counsel what to do. 

" Be the blissed sowl of me I delivered 
it be the right number in that lying Di- 
recthory !" he whined. 

" The Directory ! the Directory ! Who 
told you to go to the Directory ? I told 
you to go to the post, you miserable dog !" 
said the excited adventurer, who saw, at 
a flash, how the error had occured. " Clear 
out ! and never cross my sight again or 
I will quarter you !" 

Poor Trip ! He slid down to the kitchen 
with a heart as heavy as a brick. His 
luck was as suddenly turned as milk at a 
thunder storm. The horrors of an enraged 
master — the threat of being quartered, 
perhaps in the Tombs — the fact of his dis- 
missal — conspired to upset Trip's usual 
equanimity, and he rushed into the 
kitchen so suddenly as to catch the cook 
and " her beau " in the very loving ap- 
proximation to marriage of a kiss. 
" Away wid ye, ye blackguard !" cried he. 
" A blissed thief ye are, ye dirthy Irish- 
man !" This was something more than 
was bargained for by the loving couple. 
The cook bristled up — her beau called 
Trip a" gintleman's shoe-brush," and forth- 
with to two came into collision and a regu- 
lar rough and tumble fight ensued. Chairs 
were scattered, the cupboard doors smashed 
in and crockery broken, and things gener- 
ally pretty badly mixed. In the midst of 
the melee down came Alfred. He, too, 
was in a humor for a fight and, therefore, 
" went in " to both Trip and the beau. 
This was too much for the cook. She, 
too, concluded to have a hand in Trip's 
hair and " closed in." The row aroused 
the coachman, who supposing it was a 
burglar in the house, called out " Police !" 
and opened the door to admit several of 
these night guardians who had already 
been attracted to the basement door by the 
noise within. Once admitted they pro- 
ceeded to the arrest. Alfred was found 
in the corner pummeling Trip ; Trip had 
the beau under him. All three were ta- 
ken into custody. Alfred protested that 
he was guarding the sanctity of his 
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house — the cook swore it was a fight they 
all wanted and it was none of the business 
of the meddling scalawags of police ; but 
they thought different, and against all 
protestations Alfred, the servant, the beau, 
and the cook were all marched off to the 
station-house. 
Sad close of Alfred's night of love ! 



IHiPTEB TWO, 



fN the lock-up Alfred had time to 
think coolly of the incidents of the 
last few hours. Uppermost in his 
mind was Lizzie Gray — not the Lizzie he 
had lost, but the one he had come so near 
winning. That he had wronged her his 
sense of right told him ; but how to make 
reparation was the question. Marry her 
he never could, though she was rather 
pretty, and certainly was a woman of real 
decision of character ; but poor, and a 
dress-maker ! He wished Blaze had run 
away and broken his master's head rather 
than this adventure had occurred. Heigho ! 
what should he do ? The long hours of 
the night wore away — the morning brought 
his release, after due explanations of his 
counsel to the judge, while poor Trip and 
the beau had to stand for an assault, and 
were " sent up " for thirty days ; .and yet 
Alfred's mind was not made up as to the 
proper course to pursue. One thing he 
resolved upon, and that was, not to give up 
pursuit of the real Lizzie Gray — his Liz- 
zie, for whom his heart was on fire, for 
whom he had endured all his sufferings ! 
Viewed in this light, he rather congratu- 
lated himself on having given such tangible 
proofs of his affections. Outwardly, he 
was rather mortified at what had happen- 
ed ; for what would his friends not say — 
how he would be joked at the club ! But, 
inwardly, he really was rejoiced — so little 
did he feel for the poor dress-maker. 

He went home. Nobody there but the 
honest old coachman, whom his mother 
had left behind to take care of things in 
her absence to the country — Trip on the 
way to Blackwell — the cook gone — the 
chambermaid retired to a boarding-house 
to await her mistress' return. Alfred 
could do nothing but reorganize his house- 
hold corps, and the coachman was forth- 
with detailed to that duty, with the solemn 
injunction of " no more Irish." In due 
course of time coachee returned with a 



French chamber-woman, a Scotch cook, 
and an English serving-man for Alfred — 
all "well recommended." By three 
o'clock the serving-man was drunk, the 
Scotch cook and the chambermaid were 
at loggerheads, and the house was again 
at a stand. Alfred retreated in disgust, 
to get his dinner at the Club-house. On 
entering, he was accosted, " Hey, old fel- 
low, got in a pretty muss. Who is Lizzie 
Gray ■? Pretty good claim she makes on 
you !" Zounds ! what could the fellow 
mean 1 Explanations were asked ; and 
to his utter consternation he learned that 
the dress-maker had entered suit for 
breach of promise — damages § 10,000 ! 
Ah, Alfred's appetite was spoiled then. 
He began to see, in the dim distance, a 
court-room, a jury, an excited crowd, ten 
thousand dollars damages for injured af- 
fections, newspaper comments — oh, hor- 
rors ! And what would the real Lizzie 
say? The poor fellow was fairly over- 
come with a sense of his situation, and 
could scarce muster courage to go to his 
attorney. Go he must, and did. 

In reviewing the case calmly it was 
deemed advisable to settle the matter. Al- 
fred would not see the lady again, he was 
resolved ; so the attorney undertook the 
negotiation, which he found a more diffi- 
cult task than contemplated ; for the dress- 
maker was resolved to see no one, and 
had ordered her attorney to sue at all haz- 
ards, unless the full claim lor damages 
was complied with, or unless Alfred Mon- 
soon would come forward like a man and 
mai-ry her ! Either alternative was bitter 
enough. He preferred to lose the money 
to winning the wife, and checked upon 
half his bank patrimony. The money was 
paid, the suit withdrawn, and Alfred was 
a wiser and a poorer man, having the poor 
satisfaction of feeling that the matter had 
passed over without being made public. 
He was now free once more, to pursue 
his search for the Lizzie of his heart. His 
love for her had rather intensified through 
the experiences of the week — he was now 
resolved to have her at all hazards. 

He soon made another visit to Brady's. 
There, at the door, hung the dear, sweet 
face, now more bewitching than ever. It 
was not, upon close inspection, that of a 
girl of " sweet sixteen," but of a full- 
blown, graceful woman — one fitted to lead 
in society, and to adorn a home — who 
would grace a ball-room, and prove the 
belle of the watering-place : just Alfred's 
idea of a model wife. Again he essayed 



to find out from the operator the where- 
abouts of Lizzie Gray, but to no purpose ; 
the operator only smiled knowingly, say- 
ing, " she was a beautiful woman, indeed." 

Beautiful ! Yes, she was divine ; and 
who had as good right to say it as the 
lover? He would say it to her face or 
perish in the attempt ! were the whispered 
words of his heart. To watch the door 
was useless, for she might not visit the 
gallery for a month. Nothing was left 
but to see the beneficent Brady himself, 
and to him confide the story of his love — 
all of which he did, and had the promise 
of an interview on the morrow. 

The morrow came — how happy was Al- 
fred ! The monsoon of love in his breast 
was still as moonlight around the pyra- 
mids — so sweetly did the realization of 
happiness steal over his senses. The 
hour came, and he went to the gallery. 
Brady took him to the studio, told him to 
enter, and left. Alfred was alone with 
his love, for there she sat, brush and pal- 
let in hand, coloring in oil the photo- 
graphs which had made the reputation of 
the gallery. Even more beautiful was 
she than in the frame below, more woman- 
ly and graceful. At Alfred's entrance she 
arose, extended a chair and bade him sit 
down. Could she know of his errand % 
Impossible, else she could not be so un- 
moved. Alfred stepped forward, clasped 
her hand, saying, " Are you aware, Miss 
Gray, of my intentions towards you ?" 
" Sir !" exclaimed the lady, drawing back. 
" Ah ! I see how it is," he said ; " Mr. 
Brady has not seen fit to tell you of my 
story. Will you listen to me V " Cer- 
tainly I will !" said Lizzie, " if you are 
not going to talk love, in which case I 
cannot say ' proceed,' for really I am not 
to be tormented so !" This was all said 
so full of good nature that it completely 
upset Alfred's self-possession, and he 
exclaimed, " I do come to declare my love 
to you, and to pledge you a heart and home 
forever !" and forthwith he proceeded to 
narrate his whole story. 

Lizzie was perceptibly moved at the 
young man's ardent narrative, and replied : 
" I am sorry, indeed, Sir, for I can never 
answer your expectations. I have been a 
married woman, have three children, am 
poor, and have to support with my brush 
my family. Your passion does your heart 
honor ; alas that it should be bestowed so 
unworthily '" 

Heavens ! here was another fix. Had 
absolutely proposed to a widow with three 



